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To  His  G  R  A  c  E 


THOMAS 

DUKE   of  Newcaftle. 


MY  LORD, 

HE  Honours  of  your 
antient  and  illuftri- 
ous  Family,   which 
that    noble    Writer 
ALGERNON    SIDNEY    places 
A  2  among 


DEDICATION. 

among  the  firft    in  thefe  King- 
doms for  Prerogative  of  Birth,  the 
Titles  which  You  have  long  worn 
with    diftinguifhed    Luftre,    and 
the  high  Station  which  You  have 
many  Years  filled,  and  now  fill, 
in   the  Government,    give    Your 
GRACE  ajuft  Preheminence  in 
the  Community;    but   they   are 
Excellences   of    a   more  exalted 
Kind  to  which  this  Tribute  of  my 
Reipedt  is  paid.    Your  early  Zeal 
itr  the  Caufe  of  Liberty,  which 

manifefted 


DEDICATION. 

manifefted  itfelf  at  the  Clofe  of 
a  late  Reign,  when  the  worft  of 
Schemes   were  promoted  againft 
this  Nation  by  the  worft  of  Men, 
the  Aflbciation  (of  which  I  had 
the   Honour    to   be   an  humble 
Member)   into  which  You  then 
entered,  with  fome    others  emi- 
nent for  their  Birth,  Fortune,  and 
Knowledge,  for  fecuring  the  Sue- 
oeffion  of  the  Houfe  of  HANO- 
VER   to    the    Throne    of  thefe 
Kingdoms,   your  Tafte  of  ufeful 

and 


DEDICATION. 

and  polite  Literature,  and  the 
Encouragement  which  You  have 
been  always  ready  to  give  to  it, 
your  friendly  Regard  to,  and 
Connection  with,  that  Univerfity 
which  has  been  the  Nurfe  of  the 
greateft  Statefmen,  Heroes,  Phi- 
lofophers,  and  Poets,  of  Englijb 
Growth,  and  the  open  Liberality 
of  your  Heart  on  all  laudable 
Occafions,  muft  give  You  a  Place 
in  the  Affections  of  all  Englijh- 
men  who  know  the  Intereft  of 

their 


DEDICATION. 

their    native    Country:    and    to 

thofe  Virtues,  more  than  to  the 

• 

private  Friendfhip  with  which 
your  GRACE  has  long  honoured 
me,  I  make  this  Offering  of  the 
few  poetical  Pieces  which  were 
the  Produce  of  my  leifiire,  but 
fbme  of  my  moft  pleafant,  Hours: 
your  GRACE  will  be  able  to  di- 
ftinguifli  thofe  which  have  been 
printed  before  from  thofe  which 
now  make  their  firft  Appearance : 
and  I  number  among  the  Feli- 
cities 


D  E  DIG  A  T  ION. 

cities  of  my  Days  this  Opportu- 
nity of  approaching  You  with 
Ibmething  perhaps  not  unworthy 
your  Acceptance ;  and  I  have  the 
Honour  to  be, 

My  Lord, 

Tour  G  R  A  c  *'s 


- .-.. 

and  mojt  humbk  Servant 


AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 


PA    S  T  0  R  A  L 


POEMS 


Noflra  nee  erubult  fylvas  balltare  Thalia. 

Vi  R  G.  Eel.  62 
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ODES. 


To  Mifs  CHARLOTTE  PULTENEY, 
in  her  Mother's  Arms. 


May    i,    1724. 


I M  E  L  Y  bloflbm,  infant  fair, 
Fondling  of  a  happy  pair, 
Every  morn,  and  every  night, 
Their  felicitous  delight, 
Sleeping,  waking,  ilill  at  eafe, 
Pleafing,  without  skill  to  pleafe, 
Little  goflip,  blithe  and  hale, 
Tailing  many  a  broken  tale, 
Singing  many  a  tunelefs  fong, 
Lavifh  of  a  heedlefs  tongue, 
Simple  maiden,  void  of  art, 
Babbling  out  the  very  heart, 
Yet  abandon'd  to  thy  will, 
Yet  imagining  no  ill, 
Yet  too  innocent  to  blufh, 
Like  the  linlet  in  the  buih, 


I  2 


16 
To 
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To  Mifs  MAR  CARET  PULTENEY, 
Daughter  of  DAK  IE L  PULTE- 
NEY Eft-,  in  the  Nurfery. 

April  27,  1727. 

IMPLY  damfel,  fweetly  fmiling. 

All  carefling,  none  beguiling, 

Bud  of  beauty,  fairly  blowing, 
Every  charm  to  nature  owing,  * 

This  and  that  new  thing  admiring, 
Much  of  this  and  that  enquiring. 
Knowledge  by  degrees  attaining,  - 
Day  by  day  fome  vertue  gaining,  g 

Ten  years  hence,  when  I  leave  chiming, 
Beardlefs  poets,  fondly  rhyming, 
( Fefcu'd  now,  perhaps,  in  fpelling.) 
On  thy  riper  beauties  dwelling,  1 2 

Shall  accufe  each  killing  feature 
Of  the  cruel,  charming,    creature, 
Whom  I  knew  complying,  willing, 
Tender,  and  ayerfe  to  killing.  1 5 

To 


ODES.  97 

To  the  Mother- linnet's  note 

Moduling  her  {lender  throat, 

Chirping  forth  thy  petty  joys, 

Wanton  in  the  change  of  toys,  2fl 

Like  the  linnet  green,  in  May, 

Flitting  to  each  bloomy  fpray, 

Wearied  then,  and  glad  of  reft, 

Like  the  linlet  in  the  neft.  j^ 

This  thy  prefent  happy  lot, 

This,  in  time,  will  be  forgot : 

O.her  pleafures,  other  cares, 

E/er-bufy  time  prepares  ;  28 

And  thou  (halt  in  thy  daughter  fee, 

This  picture,  once,  refembled  thee. 


To 


ODE    S. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

ROBERT   W  ALP  OLE  Efqi 

June  15,  1724. 
1OTARY  to  publick  zeal, 
Minifter  of  Englanfs  Weal, 
Have  you  leifure  for  a  fong, 
Tripping  lightly  o'er  the  tongue, 
Swift  and  fweet  in  every  meafure, 

Tell  me,  Wafyole,  have  you  leifure  ? 

y  .iti.'fitii;   ,'.• ) i }  , "?  r .. j  •" ',*  u '* 
Nothing  lofty  will  I  fing, 

Nothing  of  the  favourite  king,  t 

Something,  rather,  fung  with  cafe, 
Simply  elegant  to  pleafe. 


Fairy  virgin,  Britifh  mufe, 
Some  unhearM  of  ftory  chafe  : 
Chufe  the  Glory  of  the  fwain, 
Gifted  with  a  magick  ftrain, 
Swaging  grief  of  every  kind, 
Healing,  wit^a  verfe,  the  mind: 


12 


16 
To 
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To  him  came  a  man  of  power, 

To  him,  in  acheerlefs  hour; 

When  the  fvvain,  by  Druids  taught, 

Soon  divin'd  his  irkfom  thought,  zq 

Soon  the  maple  harp  he  ftrung, 

Soon,  with  filver  accent,  fung. 

"  Steerer  of  a  mighty  realm, 

"  Pilot,  waking  o'er  the  helm,  24 

'e  Bleffing  of  thy  native  foil, 
"  Weary  of  a  thanklefs  toil, 
"  Caft  repining  thought  behind, 
"  Give  thy  trouble  to  the  wind.  38 

"  Mortal,  deftin'd  to  excell,  • 
"  Bear  the  blame  of  doing  well, 
"  Like  the  Worthies  great  of  old, 
44  In  the  lift  of  Fame  enroll'd.  3f 

"  What,  though  tides  thou  decline  ? 
««  Still  the  more  thy  virtues  mine. 
"  Envy,  with  her  ferpent  eye, 
"  Marks  each  praife  that  foars  on  high.  36 

«•  To  thy  lot  refign  thy  will : 
"  Every  good  is  mix'd  with  ill* 

F  2  See; 


loo  ODES. 

OCJ    f_  '4V1*        wp-       ^4      '  ^* 

Cf  See,  the  white  unblemifh'd  rofe 

.•irfi»(  j;  •  isfcf  £  •;• 
14  On  a  thorny  bramble  blows  :  43 

**  See,  the  torrent  pouring  rain 

•*  Does  the  limpid  fountain  (lain  : 

"'  See,  the  giver  of  the  day 

"  Urgeth  on,  through  clouds,  his  way  :  44 

«'   Nothing  is,  entirely,  blefs'd  ; 

"  Envy  does  thy  worth  atteft. 

<c  Pleafing  vifions,  at  command, 
**  Anfwer  to  my  voice  and  hand;  48 

«'  Quick,  the  blifsful  fcene  prepare, 
*'  Sooth  the  patriot  heavy  care  r 
"  Vifions,  cheering  to  the  fight, 


Give  him  earneft  of  delight.  52 


«•  Wife  difpofer  of  affairs, 
«  View  the  end  of  all  thy  cares ! 
w  Forward  caft  thy  ravilh'd  eyes, 
"  See  the  glad'ning  harveft  rife :  56 

"  Lo,  the  people  reap  thy  pain ! 
*«  Thine  the  labour,  their  the  gain. 
«  Yonder  turn,  a-while,  thy  view, 
*  Turn  thee  to  yon  fpreading  yew,  tfo 

"  Once 


ODES.  101 

"  Once  the  gloomy  tree  of  fate, 
"  Once  the  plighted  virgin's  hate : 
»'  Now,   no  longer,   does  it  grow 

*  Parent  of  the  warring  bow :  64 

*  See,  beneath  the  guiltlefs  fhade> 

"  Peafants  fhape  the  plow  and  fpade, 

4<  Refcued,  ever,  from  the  fear 

"  Of  the  whittling  ftiaft  and  fpear.  61 

"  Lo,  where  Plenty  comes,  with  Peace ! 

"  Hear  the  breath  of  murmur  ceafe  : 

"  See,  at  lalt,  unclouded  days ; 

"  Hear,  at  laft,  unenvied  praife.  72 

"  Nothing  (hall  thy  foul  moleft  ; 

*'  Labour  is  the  price  of  reft. 


"  Mortal,  deftin'd  to  excell, 
<t  Blefs  the  toil  of  doing  well !  76 


F  3  SUP- 
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ODES. 


SUPPLICATION/* 

in  the  Small-Pox. 

DuMin  July  31,    1725. 

.~\ .  '  •''  ^    *  .* 

[OW'R  o'er  ev'ry  pow'r  fupreme, 
Thou  the  poet's  hallow'd  theme, 
From  thy  mercy-feat  on  high, 
Hfear  my  numbers,  hear  my  cry.  $ 

Breather  of  all  vital  breath, 
Arbiter  of  life  and  death, 
Oh,  preferve  this  innocence, 

Yet  unconfcious  of  offence,  8 

Yet  in  life  and  virtue  growing, 
Yet  no  debt  to  nature  owing. 


Thou,  who  giv'ft  angelick  grace 
To  the  blooming  virgin  face, 
Let  the  fell  difeafe  not  blight 
What  thou  mad'ft  for  man's  delight 


12 


O'er 
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O'er  her  features  let  it  pafs 

Like  the  brecz  o'er  Ipringing  grafs,  I  &- 

Gentle  as  refrefhing  fhowers 

Sprinkled  over  opening  flowers. 

O,  let  years  alone  diminish 

Beauties  thou  waft  pleas'd  to  finifh.  20 

To  the  pious  parents  give 
That  the  darling  fair  may  live  ; 
Turn  to  bleffings  all  their  care, 
Save  their  fondnefs  from  defpair.  24 

Mitigate  the  lurking  pains 
Lodg'd  within  her  tender  veins ; 
Soften  every  throb  of  anguifh, 

Suffer  not  her  ftrength  to  languifti ;  2$ 

Take  her  to  thy  careful  keeping, 
And  prevent  the  ipother's  weeping. 


104 
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70  Mifs  GE  o  RG  iAHA,younge/l  Daughter 
to  Lord  CARTERET. 


Auguft  10,   1725. 

I TTLE  charm  of  placid  mien, 
Miniature  of  beauty's  queen, 
Numbering  years,  a  fcanty  nine, 

Stealing  hearts  without  defign,  4 

Young  inveigler,  fond  in  wiles, 

Prone  to  mirth,  profufe  in  fmiles, 

Yet  a  novice  in  difdain, 

PJeafure  giving  without  pain,  8 

Still  carefling,  ftill  carefs'd,  ;  :r 

Thou,  and  all  thy  lovers  blefs'd, 

Never  teiz'd,  and  never  teizing, 

O  for  ever  pleas'd  and  pleafmg !  1 1 

Hither,  Briti/b  mufe  of  mine, 

Hither  all  the  Grecian  nine, 

With  the  lovely  graces  three, 

And  your  promised  nurfeling  fee :  16 

Figure 
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Figure  on  her  waxen  mind 

Images  of  life  refin'd ; 

Make  it,  as  a  garden  gay, 

Every  bud  of  thought  difplay,  20 

Till,  improving  year  by  year, 

The  whole  culture  fliall  appear, 

Voice,  and  -fpeech,  and  aftion,  rifmg, 

All  to  human  fenfe  furprifing.  24 

Is  the  filken  web  fo  thin 

As  the  texture  of  her  skin  ? 

Can  the  lilly  and  the  rofe 

Such  unfully'd  hue  difclofe?  2$ 

Are  the  violets  fo  blue 

As  her  veins  exposed  to  view  ? 

Do  the  ftars,  in  wintry  sky, 

Twinkle  brighter  than  her  eye  ?  32 

Has  the  morning  lark  a  throat 

Sounding  fweeter  than  her  note  ? 

Whoe'er  knew  the  like  before  thee  ? 

They  who  knew  the  nymph  that  bore  thee.  36 

From  thy  paftime  and  thy  toys, 
From  thy  harmlefs  cares  and  joye, 

F  S  Civ* 


ft    D    E 5. 

Give  me  now  a  moment's  time: 

When  thou  (halt  attain  thy  prime,        :i  j$j  \#%      4* 

And  thy  bofom  feel  defire, 

Love  the  likenefs  of  thy  fire, 

One  ordain'd,  thro'  life,  to  prove 

Still  thy  glory,  ftill  thy  love.  44 

Like  thy  fitter,  and  like  thee, 

Let  thy  nurtur'd  daughters  be : 

Semblance  of  the  fair  who  bore  thee, 

Trace  the  pattern  fet  before  thee.  48 

Where  the  Liffy  meets  the  main, 

Has  thy  fitter  hear'd  my  ftrain  : 

From  the  Liffy  to  the  <n>amts9 

Minflrel  echoes  fmg  their  names,  5£ 

Wafting  to  the  willing  ear 

Many  a  cadence  fweet  to  hear, 

Smooth  as  gently  breathing  gales 

O'er  the  ocean  and  the  vales,  ;  , , 56 

While  the  veffel  calmly  glides 

O'er  the  level  glaffy  tides, 

While  the  fummer  flowers  are  fpringing, 

And  the  new  fledg'd  birds  are  finging.  60 


EPIGRAMS 
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EPIGRAMS  and  Jhort  POEMS 


On  a  Company  of  bad  Dancers  to  good 
Mufick. 

TTOW  ill  the  motion  with  the  mufick  fuits! 
So  Orpheus  fidled,  and  fo  danc'd  the  brutes* 

EPIGRAM. 

EORGE  came  to  the  crown  without  (hiking  a 

blow  : 
Ah,  quoth  the  Pretender %  would  I  could  do  fo ! 

In  A  N  s  w  E  R  to  the  Qj;  E  s  T I  o  N, 
What  is  THOUGHT? 

*TP  H  E  hermit's  folace  in  his  cell, 

The  fire  that  warms  the  poet's  brain, 
The  lover's  heavenj  or  his  hell, 
The  madman's  fport,  the  wife  man's  pain, 


io8     EPIGRAMS  and Jhort  POEMS. 
To  Mr.  ADDISON  on  CATO. 

*  B  "  H  E  mind  to  virtue  is  by  verfe  fubdu'd, 

And  the  true  poet  is  a  publick  good : 
This  Britain  feels,  while,  by  your  lines  infpir'd, 
Her  free  born  fons  to  glorious  thoughts  are  nYd. 
In  Rome  had  you  efpousM  the  vanquifli'd  caufe, 
InflanTd  her  fenate  and  upheld  her  laws, 
Your  manly  fcenes  had  liberty  reftor'd, 
And  giv'n  the  juft  fuccefs  to  Cafo's  fword, 
O'er  Cte/ar's  arms  your  genius  had  prevail'd, 
And  the  mufe  triumph'd  where  the  patriot  fail'd. 

On  W  i  T  and  WISDOM. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

T  N  fearch  of  wifdom  far  from  wit  I  fly : 

Wit  is  a  harlot,  beauteous  to  the  eye, 
In  whofe  bewitching  arms  our  early  time 
We  wafte,  and  vigour  of  our  youthful  prime : 
But  when  reflexion  comes  with  riper  years, 
And  manhood  with  a  thoughtful  brow  appears, 
We  caft  the  miftrefs  off"  to  take  a  wife, 
And,  wed  to  wifdom,  lead  a  happy  life.  ^  I 


7 'be following  EPITAPH  on  the  Monu- 
ment of  my  Knfivoman  was  'written 
fit  the  Requeft  of  her  Husband. 

WITHIN  the  Burial- Vault  near  this  Marble,  lieth 
the  Body  of  PE NE  LOPE*  youngeft  Daughter  (and 
Coheir  with  her  Siller  E  LIZAB  E  7*H)  to  ROBERT 
PHILIPS  of  Newton-Regis,  in  the  County  of  War- 
wick, Efquire.  She  died  in  her  Six  and  Thirtieth  Year, 
on  the  25th  Day  of  January, 

M  DCC  XXVI. 


LIT   T H is  INSCRI P T  10 N 

(Appealing  yet  to  teftimonies  manifold) 
Recall  to  every  furviving  witnefs, 
And,  for  enfamplc,  record  to  pofterity,          4 

Her  endowments, 
Whether  owing  to  the  indulgency  of  nature, 

Or  to  the  afliduous  lefibns  of  education, 
Or  to  the  filent  admonitions  of  reflection.  8 

To 


no  EPITAPH. 

To  her  parents,  husband,  children, 
In  no  care,  no  duty,  no  affection, 

Was  {he  wanting, 

Receiving,  deferving,  winning,  1 2 

From  them  refpeclively, 
Equal  endearments. 
Of  countenance  and  of  difpofitioB, 

Open,  chearful,  modeft;  16 

Of  behaviour,  humble,  courteous,  eafy ; 

Of  fpeech,  afiable,  free,  difcreet; 
In  civilities,  punctual,  fincere,  and  elegant ; 
Prone  to  offices  of  kjndnefs  and  good  will  j      20 

To  enmity  a  ftranger; 
Forward,  earneft,  impatient, 
To  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
To  comfort  the  afflicted ;  24 

Solicitous  for  the  poor, 
And  rich  in  flore  of  alms : 

Whereby  me  became 
The  delight,  the  love,  the  bleffing,  of  all.         28 

I  N  her  houfhold  flourimed 

Chearfuljiefs,  due  order,  thrift,  and  plenty. 

In  the  clofet  retired, 


EPITAPH.  in 

In  the  temple  publick,  32 

Morning  and  evening  did  fhe  worfhip; 

By  inftrudlion,  by  example, 
Sedulous  to  nurture  her  children  in  godlinefs: 

So  prevalent  her  love  to  them  36 

Vifited  with  that  fore  difeafe, 
Which  too  often  kills  or  blites 
The  mother's  fondeft  hopes, 
That  (regardlefs  of  felf-prefervation)  40 

In  pioufly  watching  over  their  lives 
She,  catching  the  infection,  loft  her  own, 

Triumphing,  through  refignation, 
Over  ficknefs,  pain,  anguifh,  agony,  44 

And  (encompafied  with  tears  and  lamentations) 
Expiring  in  the  fervour  of  prayer. 

T O  the  ME  M  ORY,  ever  dear  and  precious,  of  his 
moft  affedlionate,  moil  beloved,  and  moft  deferving,  Wife, 
is  this  Monument  raifed  by  HENRY"  VER NON  of 
Hilton,  in  the  County  of  Stafford,  Efquire :  to  him  flic 
bore  five  Sons  and  two  daughters,  all  furviving,  fave  Eli- 
zabeth }  who  dying,  in  her  fecond  Year,  of  the  Small  Pox, 
fome  few  Days  before,  refteth  by  her  Mother. 


THE 


THE 

FABLE    of   T  H  U  L  E, 

V  N  F  1  N  IS  HE  D. 

A  R  northward  as  the  Dane  extends  his  fway, 
Where  the  fun  glances  but  a  floping  ray, 
Beneath  the  iharpeft  rigour  of  the  skies, 

Difdainful  72»/A  wintry  ifland  lies.  4 

Unhappy  maid!  thy  tale,  forgotten  long, 

Shall  virgins  learn  from  my  inftraftive  fong, 

And  every  youth,  who  lingers  in  defpair, 

By  thy  example  warn  the  cruel  fair.  8 

In  Cyprut,  facred  to  the  queen  of  love, 
(Where  ftands  her  temple,  and  her  myrtle  grove,) 
Was  'Tkule  born,  uncertain  how  :  'tis  faid 
Once  Vcnm  won  Adonis  to  her  bed,  1 2 

And  pregnant  grew,  the  birth  to  chance  afiignM 
In  woods,  and  fofterM  by  the  feather'd  kind. 
With  flowers  fome  ftrew  the  helplefs  orphan  round, 
With  downy  mofs  fome  fpread  the  carpet  ground,         1 6 

Some 
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Some  ripened  fruits,  fome  fragrant  honey,  bring ; 
And  fome  fetch  water  from  the  running  fpring  ; 
While  others  warble  from  the  boughs,  to  cheer 
Their  infant  charge,  and  tune  her  tender  ear.         zc 
Soon  as  the  fun  forfakes  the  evening  skies, 
And  hid  in  fhades  the  gloomy  foreft  lies, 
The  nightingales  their  tuneful  vigils  keep, 
And  lull  her,  with  their  gentler  ftrains,  to  fleep.       24 

This  the  prevailing  rumour:  as  me  grew, 
No  dubious  tokens  fpoke  the  rumour  true. 
In  every  forming  feature  might  be  feen 
Some  bright  refemblance  of  the  Cyprian  queen :          28 
Nor  was  it  hard  the  hunter  youth  to  trace, 
In  all  her  early  paffion  for  the  chace : 
And  when,  on  fpringing  flowers  reclin'd,  me  fung. 
The  birds  upon  the  bending  branches  hung,  32 

While,  warbling,  Ihe  exprefs'd  their  various  {trains, 
And,  at  a  diftance,  charm'd  the  liftening  fwains : 
So  fweet  her  voice  refotmded  through  the  wood, 
They  thought  the  nymph  fome  Siren  from  the  flood.    36 

Half  human  thus  by  lineage,  half  divine, 
In  forefts  did  the  lonely  beauty  fliine, 

Like 
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Like  wood-land  flowers,   which  paint  the  defert  glades, 

And  wafle  their  fweets  in  unfrequented  fhades.          40 

No  human  face  flje  fa\v,   and  rarely  feen 

By  human  face  :  a  folitary  queen 

She  rul'd,  and  rang'd,  her  fliady  empire  round. 

No  horn  the  filent  huntrefs  bears  j  no  hound,  4  4 

With  noify  cry,  difturbs  her  folenm  chace, 

Swift,  as  the  bounding  Hag,  fhe  wings  her  pace  ; 

And,  bend  when-e'er  fhe  will  her  ebon  bow, 

A  fpeedy  death  arrefts  the  flying  foe.  48 

The  bow  the  hunting  goddefs  firft  fupply'd, 

And  ivory  quiver  crofs  her  moulders  ty'4» 

The  imperious  queen  of  heaven,  with  jealous  eyes, 
Beholds  the  blooming  virgin  from  the  skies,  52 

At  once  admires,  and  dreads,  her  growing  charms, 
And  fees  the  god  already  in  her  arms : 
In  vain,  fhe  finds,  her  bitter  tongue  reproves 
His  broken  vows,  and  his  clandeftine  loves :  56 

Jove  ftill  continues  frail:  and  all  in  vain 
Does  With,  in  obfcureft  Ihades  remain, 
While  Majors  fon,  the  thunderer's  winged  fpy, 
Informs  him  where  the  lurking  beauties  ly.  60 

,M.-;iFf  v  ;     »•]     v;:-:  5U  ';':  .*>$ 
What 
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What  Cure  expedient  then  mall  Juno  find, 

To  calm  her  fears,  and  eafe  her  boding  mind  ? 

Delays  to  jealous  minds  a  torment  prove  ; 

And  Tlule  ripens  every  day  for  love.  64 

She  mounts  her  car,  and  makes  the  filken  reins ; 
The  harnefs'd  peacocks  fpread  their  painted  trains, 
And  fmooth  their  glofly  necks  againfl  the  fun  : 
The  wheels  along  the  level  jfaure  run.  68 

Eaftward  the  goddefs  guides  her  gaudy  team, 
And  perfects,  as  fhe  rides,  her  forming  fcheme. 

The  various  orbs  now  pafs'd,  adown  the  deep 
Of  heaven  the  chariot  whirls,  and  plunges  de.ep         72 
In  fleecy  clouds,  which  o'er  the  mid-land  main 
Hang  pois'd  in  air,  to  blefs  the  ifles  with  rain  : 
And  here  the  panting  birds  repofe  a-while  ; 
Not  fo  their  queen  ;   flie  gains  the  Cyprian  ifle,         76 
By  fpeedy  Zephyrs  borne  in  thickned  air : 
Unfeen  Ihe  feeks,  unfeen  (he  finds,  the  fair. 

Now  o'er  the  mountain  tops  the  rifing  fun 
Shot  purple  rays :  now  Ibuh  had  begun  80 

Her 


ii6  T    H    U    L    E. 

Her  morning  chace,  and  printed  in  the  dews 

Her  fleeting  fteps.     The  goddefs  mow  purfues, 

Now  over-takes  her  in  the  full  career, 

And  flings  a  javelin  at  the  flying  deer.  $4 

Amaz'd,  the  virgin  huntrefs  turns  her  eyes ; 

When  Juno<>   (now  Diana  in  difguife, ) 

Let  no  vain  terrours  difcompofe  thy  mind ; 

My  fecond  vifit,  like  my  firft,  is  kind.  88 

Thy  ivory  quiver,  and  thy  ebon  bow, 

Did  not  I  give  ? Here  fudden  bluflies  glow 

On  7W*'s  cheeks:  her  bufy  eyes  furvey 

The  di-efs,  the  crefcent,  and  her  doubts  give  way.     92 

I  own  thee,  goddefs  bright,  the  nymph  replies, 
Goddefs,  I  own  thee,  and  thy  favours  prize : 
Goddefs  of  woods,  and  lawns,  and  level  plains, 

Frefh  in  my  mind  thine  image  ftill  remains.  96 

;?-;       -  ./fSi  *vy?'.<vp  -sth '**&*%  •»&  i  cs&cp  v.?iL  <r- joll 

Then  Juno,  beauteous  ranger  of  the  grove, 
My  darling  care,  fair  objeft  of  my  love, 
Hither  I  come,  urg'd  by  no  trivial  fears, 
To  guard  thy  bloom,  and  warn  thy  tender  years.  100 
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THE 
Firft  Olympionique  of  PINDAR. 

fo  Hiero  of  Syracufe,    victorious  in   the 
Horfe-racc. 

The  ARGUMENT. 

The  Poet  praifes  Hiero  for  his  juftice,  his  wifdoint  and 
bis  skill  in  mitjick.  He  Kkewifi  ctiebrttt*!  fbs  hrfe 
that  •won  the  racst  and  the  place  inhere  to*:  ' }  •  .ft.  ick 
Games  *were  performed.  From  the  place  (namely  Pelo- 
ponnefusj  he  takes  an  occajion  of  digrefftng  to  the 
Inofwn  fable  of  Tan  talus  and  Pelops;  whence \  return- 
ing to  Hiero,  he  fett  forth  the  felicity  of  the  Olympian 
Viflon.  Then  be  concludes  by  praying  to  the  gods,  ts 
preferve  the  glory  and  dignity  of  Hiero,  admonffling 
him  to  moderation,  of  mind,  in  bis  high  ftation^  andt 
laflly.  rlories  in  bis  own  excellency  in  compactions  of 
thii  kind. 

STROPHE    I.     Meafures  18. 
A  C  H  element  to  u^er  yields  ;J 

Amidft  the  ftores  of  wealth1  that  builds 
The  mind  aloft,  is  eminently  bright 


But 
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But  if,  my  foul,  with  fond  deftre  £ 

To  fing  of  games  thou  doft  afpire, 

As  thou  by  day  can'ft  not  defcry, 

Through  all  the  liquid  wade  of  sky, 

One  burnifh'd  ftar,  that  like  the  fun  does  glow, 

And  cheriih  every  thing-below,  I  o 

So,  my  fweet  fo'ul,  no  toil  divine, 

In  fong,  does  like  the  Olympian  fliine  : 

co.\     ;vs    VA^.JXcVJ'     -'<3f2'lJ1          -£    OTrUi    tj^ 
Hence  do  the  mighty  poets  raife 

A  hymn,  of  every  tongue  the  praife, 

The  fon  of  Saturn  to  refound,  1  5 

When  far,  from  every  land,  they  come 

#  '          fw;    ?5  Vtttt     t*. 

To  vifit  Hiercfs  regal  dome, 

Where  peace,  where  plenty,  is  for  ever  found- 

V?>*  i-.u  wu^r?    \|i.8rr.rM 

ANriSTROPHE  I.    Meafures  18. 
Lord  of  ^V//^'s  fleecy  plain\  w,.'       V5,, 


He  governs,  righteous  in  his  power, 
And,  all  exceirmg  while  he  reigns, 

,V«i  y\\\ 

From  every  lovely  virtue  crops  the  flower  ;... 
Jn  mufick,  bloflbm  of  delight, 

*    i       •  *T  C/*    -  *  *  *.  i  Oi  "i    Jt  1  »  V    * 

Divinely  skill'd,  he  cheers  the  nieht, 

7  -6     *):'»',:  tfh 

As  we  are  wont,  when  friends  defign     ,,.  .  25 

To  feaft  and  wanton  o'er  their  wine;  oi  ;  !'k  b| 

But 
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But  from  the  wall  the  Dorian  harp  take  down, 

If  Pi/a,  city  of  renown, 

And  if  the  fleet  victorious  {teed, 

The  boaft  of  his  unrival'd  breed.  30 

Hcart-pleafing  raptures  did  infpire, 

And  warm  thy  breaft  with  facred  fire, 

When  late,  on  jflpbeus*  croud ed  fhore, 

Forth-fpringing  quick*  each  nerve  he  ftrain'd, 

The  warning  of  the  fpur  difdain*d,  35 

And  fwift  to  victory  his  matter  bore^ 

E  P  0  D  E    I.     Meafures  16. 

The  lov'd  SjMtuJiaa,  the  prince  of  the  courfe, 

The  king,  who  delights  in  the  fpeed  of  the  horfe: 

Great  his  glory,  great  his  fame, 

Throughout  the  land  where  Lydian  Pefyt  came     40 

To  plant  his  men,  a  chofen  race, 

A  land  the  ocean  does  embrace, 

Pehps,  whom  NeptUne^  ruler  of  the  main, 

Was  known  to  love,  when  into  life  again, 

From  the  reviving  cauldron  •  warm,  45 

Clotbo  produc'd  him  ^vhole,  his  moulder-blade, 

And  its  firm  brawn,  of  mining  ivory  made  : 

But  truth,  unvarnilVti,  oft  neglefted  lies, 

When 
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When  fabled  tales,  invented  to  furprife, 

In  miracles  mighty,  have  power  to  charm,  50 

Where  fictions,  happily  combin'd, 

Deceive  and  captivate  the  mind  : 

STROPHE    II.    Meafures  i*. 

Thus  Poefy,  harmonious  fpell, 

The  fource  of  pleafures  ever  new, 

With  dignity  does  wonders  tell;  55 

And  we,  amasfd,  believe  each  wonder  true. 

JDay,  after  day,  brings  truth  to  light, 

UnveiPd,  and  manifeft  to  fight : 

But,  of  the  blefs'd,  thofe  lips,  which  name 

Foul  deeds  aloud,  ihall  fuffer  blame.  60 

Thee,  fon  of  Tantalus,  my  faithful  fong 

Shall  vindicate  from  every  wrong, 

The  glories  of  thy  houfe  reftore, 

And  baffle  falmoods  told  before j  ^  , 

Now,  in  his  turn,  thy  fire  prepar'd  65 

A  banquet;  vyhen  the  gods  appear'd 

AtSijy/us,  his  fweet  abode, 

To  grace  the  due  proportion'd  feaft  : 

There,  ftrft,  the  trident-bearing  gueft 

Beheld  thy  lovely  form  ;  and  now,  he  glow'd;         7» 


*  RAN  SLA  riONS.       121 

ANriS  rROPHEll.    Meafures  18. 

And  now,  his  foul  fubdued  by  love, 

Thee  in  his  golden  car  he  bore 

Swift  to  the  lofty  towers  of  Jwe9 

Whofe  name  the  nations  all  around  adore : 

Thus  Ganymede  was  caught  on  high,  75 

To  ferve  the  power  who  rules  the  sky. 

When  thou  no  longer  did'ft  appear, 

And  thofe,  who  fought  a  pledge  fo  dear. 

Without  thee  to  thy  widow'd  mother  came, 

Some  envious  Neighbour,  to  defame  So 

Thy  father's  feaft,  a  rumour  fpread, 

The  rumour  through  the  country  fled, 

That  thou,  to  heighten  the  repaft, 

Waft  into  feething  water  caft, 

Fierce  bubbling  o'er  the  raging  fire,  $5 

Thy  limbs  without  companion  carv'd. 

Thy  fodden  flefh  in  meffes  ferv'd. 

To  gorge  the  gods  and  a  voracious  fire; 

E  P  O  D  E    II.     Meafures  16. 

But,  in  thought  ever  pure,   mall  I  deem  it  amifs, 
Vile  Gluttons  to  call  the  partakers  of  blifs :  90 

G  Let 
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Let  me  then  refrain,    and  dread : 

•  *  ••  '.,;  1  ,    1    »J 

A  curfe  hangs  over  the  blafphemer's  head. 

If  they,  who  fupervife  and  ward 

The  heavens,  did  ever  fhew  regard 

To  mortal  man  this  Tantalus  might  boaft,  gS 

Of  mortal  men    that  he  was  honoured  moil : 

But  he  not  able  to  digeft 

The  glut,  the  furfeit,  of  immortal  joys, 

One  heinous  forfeit  all  his  blifs  deftroys : 

For  over  him  the  godhead  hung,  in  air,  100 

A  ponderous  (tone,  a  dreadful  poife  of  care  ! 

From  his  head  to  remove  itj  with  terrour  opprefs'd, 

In  vain  he  tries,  and  feeks  in  vain 

One  cheerful  moment  to  regain  : 

STROPHE   IIL     Meafures  18. 

A  life  of  woe,    beyond  relief,  105 

His  portion'  now  ;    ordain'd  before 

To  torments  of  a  three-fold  grief, 

This  fourth  was  added  to  compleat  his  ftore, 

Since,  high,  prefuming  in  his  foul, 

He  nectar  and  ambrofia  ftole,  1 1  o 

To  give  to  men ;  by  which  he  knew 

That,  tatting,  he  immortal  grew: 

But 
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But  be  not  man  deceiv'd  :  the  gods  reveal 

What  molt  we  labour  to  conceal  : 

For  this  the  powers,  who  deathlefs  reign,  1 1 5 

To  earth  fent  down  his  Ton  again, 

To  dwell  with  men,  a  fhort-liv'd  race, 

Whofe  fudden  fate  comes  on  apace. 

His  flowery  age  in  all  its  pride, 

When,  o'er  his  chin,  a  blackening  (hade  129 

Of  down  was  caft,  a  vow  he  made, 

Deep  in  his  foul,  to  win  the  proffer'd  bride 

JNTISTROPHE  III.    Meafures  i  S, 

Hippodamia,  boafted  name, 

From  her  great  fire  the  Pi/an  proud. 

Alone,  by  night,  the  lover  came  iz^f 

Befide  the  hoary  fea,  and  call'd  aloud 

On  him  who  fways  the  triple  fpear, 

And  fills  with  din  the  deafen'd  ear  ; 

When,  at  his  feet,  the  god  arofe  : 

Then  Pelops,  eager  to  difclofe  i  •»$ 

His  mighty  care,   "  O  Neptune,  if  thy  mind 

"  In  love  did  ever  pleafure  find, 

"  Let  not  Qenomaiis  prevail, 

"  And  let  his  brazen  javelin  fail  : 

G  2  "  Oh  ! 
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"  Oh  !  bear  me  hence,  on  wheels  of  fpeed,  135 

Cf  To  EKs,  to  the  glorious  meed  : 
"  To  vi&ory  Oh !  whirl  me,  ftrait : 
«'  Since,  after  ten,  and  other  three, 
«'  Bold  fuiters  (lain,    yet  ftill  we  fee, 
"  From  year  to  year,  the  promis'd  nuptials  wait       14* 

* 

£  P  O  D  E    III.      Meafure*   16. 

* 

"  Of  his  daughter.    No  perilous  toil  can  excite 

"  The  daltard  in  heart,  who  defpairs  of  his  might. 

*s  Since  we  all  are  born  to  dy, 

"  Who,  overcaft,  would  in  oblivion  ly, 

"  In  unreputed  age  decay,  1 45 

*«  And  meanly  fquander  life  away, 

«•  Cut  off  from  every  praife  ?  Then  let  me  dare 

"  This  conflift,  in  the  dufty  lifts,  to  mare; 

"  And  profper  thou  my  glowing  wheels. 

Thus  P  clops  fpoke ;  nor  was  his  fervent  pray'r         150 

Pour'd  forth  in  fruitlefs  words,  to  waft  in  air  : 

The  deity  his  whole  ambition  grants ; 

Nor  fhining  car,  nor  courfers,  now  he  wants : 

In  the  golden  bright  chariot  new  vigour  he  feels, 

Exalting  in  the  horfes'  feet,  155 

Unwearied  ever,  ever  fleet : 

STRO P HI 
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STROPHE    IV.     Meafures  18. 
Qcnomaus,  he  triumphs  o'er 
Thy  prowefs,  and,  to  (hare  his  bed, 
Claims  the  bright  maid ;  who  to  him  bore 
Six  princely  ions,  to  manly  virtues  bred.  160 

Now,  folemniz'd  with  (learning  blood, 
And  pious  rites,  near  Alpheus*  flood 
Intomb'd,  he  fleeps,  where  the  altar  ftands, 
That  draws  the  vows  of  diftant  lands : 
And  round  his  tomb  the  circling  racers  ftrive;        165 
And  round  the  wheeling  chariots  drive. 
In  thy  fam'd  courfes,  Pelops,  rife 
The  Olympian  glories  to  the  skies, 
And  mine  afar :   there  we  behold 
The  ftretch  of  manhood,  ftrenuous,  bold,  170 

In  fore  fatigues,    and  there  the  ftrife 
Of  winged  feet.     Thrice  happy  he, 
Who  overcomes  !  for  he  (hall  fee 
Unclouded  days,  and  tafte  the  fweets  of  life, 

AUnsrROPHE  IV.     Meafures  ig. 
Thy  boon,  O  victory  !  thy  prize.  1 7  5 

The  good  that,  in  a  day  obtain*d, 
From  day  to  day  frefh  joy  fupplies, 
Is  the  fupreme  of  blifs  to  man  ordain'd  : 

G  3  Bat 
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But  let  me  now  the  rider  raife, 

Arid  crown  him  with  Ration  lays,  i  go 

The  viftor's  due :    and  I  confide, 

Though  every'  welcome  gueft  were  try'd, 

Not  one,  in  all  the  concourfe,  would  be  found 

i^or  faireft  kn-owledge  more  renown/d, 

Nor  yet  a  mailer  more  to  twine,  185 

Jn  lafting  hymns,  each  wreathing  line. 

The  guardian  god,  who  watchful  guides 

Thy  fortunes,  Hiero,  prefides 

O'er  all  thy  cares  with  anxious  pow'r  : 

And  foon,  if  he  does  not  deny  190 

His  needful  aid,  my  hopes  run  high 

To  fmg  more  pleafmg,  in  the  joyful  hour, 

E  P  0  D  E    IV.    Meafures  16.  " 

On  thy  chariot,  triumphant  when  thou  malt  appear, 
And  fly  o'er  the  courfe  with  a  rapid  career, 
Tracing  paths  of  language  fair,  195 

As  I  to  Croniotfs  funny  mount  repair. 
Even  now  the  mufe  prepares  to  raife, 
Her  growth,  the  ftrongeft  dart  of  praife, 
For  me  to  wield.    Approved  in  other  things, 
Do  others  rife,  confpicuous ;  only  Kings,  200 

High 
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High  mounting,  on  the  fummit  fix: 

There  bound  thy  view,  wide-fpread,  nor  vainly  try 

Farther  to  ftretch  the  profpeft  of  thine  eye  : 

Be,  then,   thy  glorious  lot  to  tread  fublime, 

With  fteady  fteps,  the  meafur'd  trail  of  time  :          205 

Be  mine,  with  the  prize-bearing  worthies  to  mix, 

In  Greece,  throughout  the  learned  throng, 

Proclaim'^  unrival'd  in  my  fong. 


*&<* 
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THE 
SECOND  OLYMPIONIQJJE. 


5T0  TH  ERON  0/AGRiGENTUM, 
in  the  Chariot-race. 

The    ARGUMENT. 

He  'praifcs  Theron  king  of  Agrigentum,  on  account  of  tie 
wi&ory  obtained  in  the  Olympic  Games,  with  a  chariot 
and  four  borfes,  likeivife  for  bis  juftice,  his  hofpitality, 
his  fortitude^  and  the  illujirioufnefs  of  his  anceftors', 
•uubofe  adventures  are  occajtonally  mentioned  :  then  he 
interweaves  dtgrejjions  to  Semele,  Ino,  Peleus,  Achilles, 
and  oilers,  and  defcribes  the  future  Jiate  of  the  righteous 
and  of  the  wicked.  Laftly,  he  concludes  with  extolling 
his  O-IVH  skill  in  panegyrick,  and  the  benevolence  and  li- 
of  Theron, 


STROPHE    I.     Meafures  16. 
OVE  REIGN  hymns,  whofe  numbers  fway 
The  founding  harp,  what  god,  what  hero,  fay, 
What  man,  mall  we  rcfound  ? 
Is  not  Pifa  Jove's  delight  ? 

And  did  not  Hercules,  with  COnqueft  crown'd,  $ 

To 
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To  him  ordain 

The  Olympiad  for  an  army  (lain, 

Thank-offering  of  the  war  ? 

And  muft  we  not,  in  Tberons  right. 

Exert  our  voice,  and  fwell  our  fong  >  i  o 

?beront  whofe  victorious  car 

Four  courfers  whirl,  fleeting  along, 

To  ftranger-gueft*  indulgent  hoft, 

Of  Agrigentum  the  fupport  and  boaft. 

Cities  born  to  rule  and  grace,  15 

Fair  bloflbm  of  his  antient  race, 

A  N  ri  S  TR  O  P  H  E  I.     Meafures  16. 

Worthies  fore  perplex'd  in  thought, 

Till  wandering  far  they  found,  what  long  they  fought, 

A  facred  feat,  fail  by 

Where  the  ftream  does  rapid  run,  20 

And  reign'd,  of  Sicily  the  guardian  eye. 

When  happy  days, 

And  wealth,  and  favour,  flow'd,  and  praife. 

That  in-born  worth  inflames. 

Saturnian  Jove*  O  !  Rfaa's  Son,  25 

Who  o'er  Olympus  doft  prefide, 

And  the  pitch  of  lofty  games, 

G  5  An4 
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And  Alpheus,  of  rivers  the  pride, 

Rejoicing  in  my  fongs,  do  thou 

Incline  thine  ear,  propitious  to  my  vow,  '30 

Bleffing,  with  a  bounteous  hand; 

The  rich  hereditary  land 

E  P  O  D,E  -I...   Meafures  10. 

Through  their  late  lineage  down.  No  power  can  actions 

pafs'd,         «fc. 

Whether  deeds  of  right  or  .wrong, 
As  things  not  done  recall,  35 

Not  even  time,  the  father,  who  produces  all ; 
Yet  can  Oblivion,  waiting  long, 
Gathering  ftrength 
Through  the  length 

Of  profperous  times,  forbid  thofe  deeds  to  laft  :          40 
Such  force  has  fweetly- healing  joy 
The  feller  ing  fmaFt  of  evils  to  deftrby, 

STROPHE  II.     Meafures  16. 

When  felicity  is  fent 

Down  by^he  will  fupreme  with  full  content : 

Thy  Daughters,  Cadmus,  they  4<j 

Greatly  wretched  here  belotv, 

Blefs'd  ever  more,  this  mighty  truth  difplay.  No 
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No  weight  of  grief, 

But,  whelm'd  in  pleafures,  finds  relief, 

Sunk  in  the  fweet  abyfs.  5° 

Thou,  Semeky  with  hair  a-flow, 

Thou  by  thunder  doom'd  to  dy, 

Mingling  with  the  gods  in  blifs, 

Art  happy,  for  ever,  on  high  : 

Thee  Pallas  does  for  ever  love,  5  S 

Thee  chiefly  Jupiter,  who  rules  above  ; 

Thee  thy  fon  holds  ever  dear, 

Thy  fon  with  the  ivy-wreathed  fpear. 

ANTlSrROPHE  II.     Meafures  16. 

Beauteous  Ino,  we  are  told, 

With  the  fea-daughters  dwells  of  Ntrtus  old,  60 

And  has,  by  lot,  obtained 

Lading  life,  beneath  the  deep, 

A  life  within  no  bounds  of  time  reftrain'd. 

The  hour  of  death, 

The  day  when  we  refign  our  breath,  6* 

That  offspring  of  the  fun, 

Which  bids  us  from  our  labours  fleep, 

In  vain  do  mortals  feek  to  know,   ' 

Or  who  deftin'd  is  to  run 
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A  life  unintangled  with  woe ;  79 

For  none  are  able  to  difclofe 

The  feafons  of  the  uncertain  ebbs  and  flows 

Now  of  pleafures,  now  of  pains, 

Which  hidden  fate  to  men  ordains : 

E  PO  DE    II.     Meafures  lo. 

Thus  providence,  that  to  thy  anceftry,  long- famed,      75 

Portions  out  a  pleafing  mare 

Of  heaven-fprung  happinefs, 

Does,  ceafing  in  another  turn  of  time  to  blefs, 

Diftribute  fome  rcverfe  of  care, 

As  from  years  80 

Pafs'd  appears, 

Since  the  predeftin'd  fon,  at  Pytbo  named, 

Did  Laius,  blindly  meeting,  kill, 

And  the  oracle,  of  old  pronounc'd,  fulfil : 

STROPHE    III.     Meafures  16. 

JFell  Erixnys,  quick  to  view  $  5 

The  deed,  his  warlike  fons  in  battle  flew, 

Each  by  the  other's  rage  : 

But  to  Polyniccs  flain 

Survived  Zberfandcr,  glory  of  his  age* 

Fox 
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For  feats  of  war,  50 

And  youthful  contefb,  honoured  far, 

The  Scion,  kept  alive 

To  raife  the  Adraftian  houfe  again  : 

From  whence  JLnefidamu?  heir 

Does  his  fpreading  root  derive,  or 

To  branch  out  a  progeny  fair; 

Who,  fpringing  foremoft  in  the  chace 

Of  fame,  demands  we  ftiould  his  triumph  grace, 

Tuning  lyres  to  vocal  lays, 

Sweet  union  of  melodious  praife  ;  \  oo 


III.     Meafurcs  16. 
For  not  only  has  he  borne 
The  Olympian  prize,  but,  with  his  brother,  worn 
The  garland  of  renown, 
At  Pytbo  and  at  1ft  knits;  where, 
Victorious  both,  they  ftiar'd  the  allotted  crown,       1  05 
Joint-honour,  won 
In  twelve  impetuous  courfes>  run 
With  four  unwearied  fteeds. 
To  vanquifh  in  the  ftrife  fevcre 
Does  all  anxiety  deftroy  :  llo 

And  to  this,  if  wealth  fucceeds 
With  virtues  enamelPd,  the  joy 
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Luxuriant  grows  j  fuch  affluence 

Does  glorious  opportunities  difpenfe, 

Giving  depth  of  thought  to  find  1 1  ^ 

Purfuits  which  pleafe  a  noble  mind, 

E  POD  E    III.     Meafures  10. 

Refulgent  ftar !  to  man  the  pureft  beam  of  light  - 

The  poffeflbr  of  this  ftore. 

Far-future  things  difcerning,  knows 

Obdurate  wretches,  once  deceas'd,  to  immediate  Woes 

Confign'd,  too  late  their  pains  deplore ;  121 

For  below 

'E're  they  go, 

Sits  one  in  judgment,  who  pronounces  right 

On  crimes  in  this  wide  realm  of  J&ua  12$ 

Whofe  dire  decree  no  power  can  e'er  remove : 

STROPHE    IV.     Meafures  1 6. 

But  the  good,  alike  by  night, 

Alike  by  day,  the  fun's  unclouded  light 

Beholding,  ever  blefs'd, 

Live  an  unlaborious  life,  '  i$o 

Nor  anxious  interrupt  their  hallow'd  reft 

With. 
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With  fpade  and  plow, 

The  earth  to  vex,  or  with  the  prow 

The  briny  fea,  to  eat 

The  bread  of  care  in  ;endlefs  ftrife.       .  135 

The  dread  divinities  among 

The  few  unaccuftom'd  to  wrong, 

Who  never  broke  the  vow  they  fwore, 

A  tearlefs  age  enjoy  for  ever-more : 

While  the  wicked  hence  depart  14  o 

To  torments  which  appall  the  heart : 

ANTISTRO  PHE  IV.    Meafures  16. 

But  the  fouls  who  greatly  dare, 

Thrice  try'd  in  either  ftate,  to  perfevere 

From  all  injuftice  pure, 

Journeying  onward  in  the  way  145 

Of  Jupiter,  in  virtue  flill  fecure, 

Along  his  road 

Arrive  at  Saturn's  rais'd  abode; 

Where  foft  fea-breezes  breathe 

Round  the  ifland  of  the  blefs'd ;  where  gay  i  jo 

The  trees  with  golden  bloflbms-  glow; 

Where,  their  brows  and  arms  to  wreathe, 

Bright  garlands  on  every  fide  blow ; 

For, 


i3€       TRANSLATIONS.        V 

For,  fpringing  thick  in  every  field, 

The  earth  does  golden  flowers  fpontaneous  yield  ;      1 5  £ 

And,  in  every  limpid  ftream, 

The  budding  gold  is  feen  to  gleam  : 

EPODE    IV.    Meafures  10. 

Fair  heritage !  by  righteous  Rhadamantfcs  award ; 

Who,  coequal,  takes  his  feat 

With  Saturn  fire  divine,  1 60 

Thy  confort,  Rbea,  who  above  the  reft  doft  fhine, 

Higti-thron'd,  thou  matron-goddefs  great : 

Thefe  among 

(Blifsful  throng!) 

Does  Peleus  and  does  Cadmus  find  regard ;  165 

And,  through  his  mother's  winning  prayer 

To  Jove,  Achilles  dwells  immortal  there : 

STROPHE    V.     Meafures  16. 

He  who  HeBor  did  deftroy, 

The  pillar  firm,  the  whole  fupport,  of  Troy, 

And  Cycnus  gave  to  dy,  170 

And  Aurora's  uEthiop  fon. 

My  arm  beneath  yet  many  darti  have  I, 
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All  fwift  of  flight, 

Within  my  quiver,  founding  right 

To  every  skillful  ear  :  175 

But,  of  the  multitude,  not  one 

Difcerns  the  myitery  unexplain'd. 

He  tranfcendent  does  appear 

In  knowledge,  from  nature  who  gain'd 

His  ftore:  but  the  dull-lettwM  croud,  180 

In  cenfure  vehement,  in  nonfenfe  loud, 

Clamour  idly,  wanting  skill, 

Like  crows,  in  vain,  provoking  ftill 

jiNriSTRO  P  HE    V.     Meafures  16. 
The  celeftial  bird  of  Jove  : 

But,  to  the  mark  addrefs  thy  bow,  nor  rove,  185 

My  foul :  and  whom  do  I 
Single  out  with  fond  defire, 
At  him  to  let  illuftrious  arrows  fly  ? 
My  fix'd  intent, 

My  aim,  on  Agrigentum  bent,  IQQ 

A  folemn  oath  I  plight, 
Sincere  as  honeft  minds  require, 
That  through  an  hundred  circling  years, 
With  recorded  worthies  bright. 

No  rivalling  city  apppears  195 

To 
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To  boaft  a  man  more  frank  to  impart 
Kind  offices  to  friends  with  open  Heart, 
Or,  with  hand  amidft  his  ftore, 
Delighting  to  diftribute  more 

E  P  0  D'E    V.    Meafures  10. 

Than  1 'heron:  yet  foul  calumny,  injurious  blame,      200 

Did  the  men  of  rancour  raife 

Againft  his  fair  renown, 

Defamers  who  by  evil  Actions  ftrove  to  drown 

His  good,  and  to  conceal  his  praife. 

Can  the  fand,  205 

On  the  ftrand, 

Be  numbered  o'er  ?  Then,  true  to  Therotfs  fame, 

His  favours  mowering  down  delight 

On  thoafands  who  is  able  to  recite  ? 
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The  Firjl  ODE  I/ANACREON 
On  his  L  u  T  E« 

^  H  E  line  of  Atreus  will  I  fmg ; 
To  CadmiJt  will  I  tune  the  firing  : 
But,  as  from  firing  to  firing  I  move, 
My  lute  will  only  found  of  Love. 

The  cords  I  change  through  every  fcrew, 
And  model  the  whole  lute  anew. 
Once  more,  in  fong,  my  voice  I  raife, 
And,  Hercuits,  thy  toils  I  praife  : 
My  lute  does  ftill  my  voice  deny, 
And  in  the  tones  of  love  reply. 

Ye  heroes  then,  at  once  farewel : 
Loves  only  echo  from  my  fhell.  i 
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The    SECOND     ODE. 
On    WOMEN. 

A  T  U  RE  the  Bull  with  horns  fuppliei, 
The  horfe  with  hoofa  ihe  fortifies, 
The  fleeting  foot  on  hares  bellows, 

On  lions  teeth,  two  dreadful  rows !  4 

Grants  fifti  to  fwim,  and  birds  to  fly, 

And  on  their  skill  bids  men  rely. 

Women  alone  defencelefs  live, 
To  women  what  does  nature  give  ? 
Beauty  (he  gives  inftead  of  darts, 
Beauty,  inftead  of  ftiields,  imparts ; 
Nor  can  the  fword,  nor  fire,  oppofe 
The  fair,  victorious  where  me  goes.  1 2 
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The    THIRD     ODE. 
On      LOPE. 

N  E  midnight  when  the  bear  did  ftand 
with  Bootes*  hand, 

And,  with  their  labour  fore  opprefs'd, 
The  race  of  men  were  lay'd  to  reft, 
Then  to  my  doors,  at  unawares, 

ame  Lwe,  and  tried  to  force  the  bars. 
C 

Who  thus  aflails  my  doors,  I  cry'd  ? 
Who  breaks  my  {lumbers  ?  Love  reply'd, 
Open :  a  child  alone  is  here  ! 
A  little  child  !  — —  you  need  not  fear  : 
Here  through  the  moonlefs  night  I  flray, 
And,  drench'd  in  rain,  have  loft  my  way. 

Then  mov'd  to  pity  by  his  plight. 
Too  much  in  hafle  my  lamp  I  light, 
And  open :  when  a  child  I  fee, 
A  little  child,  he  feem'd  to  me; 
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Who  bore  a  quiver,  and  a  bow  ; 
And  wings  did  to  his  moulders  grow. 

Within  the  hearth  I  bid  him  ftand, 
Then  chafe  and  cherilh  either  hand  2a 

Between  my  palms,  and  wring,  with'-  cere, 
The  trickling  water  from  his  hair..  ?i- 

Now  come,  faid  he,  no  longer  chill* 
We'll  bend  this  bow,  and  try  our  skill,  2  A. 

And  prove  the  ftring,  how  far  its  pow'r 
Remains  unflacken'd  by  the  fliow'r. 

He  bends  his  bow,  and  culls  his  quiver, 
And  pierces,  like  a  Breez,  my  liver:  28 

Then  leaping,  laughing,  as  he  fled, 
Rejoice  with  me,  my  hqft,  he  faid: 
My  bow  is  found  in  every  part, 
And  you  (hall  rue  it  at  your  heart. 
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An  H  Y  M  N    to 

the  Greek  0 


VENUS,  from 
SAPPHO. 


i. 

beauty  of  the  skies, 
To  whom  a  thoufand  temples  rife, 
Gayly  falfe  in  gentle  fmiles, 

Full  of  love-perplexing  wiles, 

O  goddefs  !  from  my  heart  remove 

The  wafting  cares  and  pains  of  love. 
II, 

If  ever  thou  haft  kindly  hear'd 

A  fong  in  fofc  diftrefs  prefer'd, 

Propitious  to  my  tuneful  vow, 

O  gentle  goddefs  !  hear  me  now. 

Defcend  thou  bright,  immortal,  gueft, 

In  all  thy  radiant  charms  confefs'd. 
III. 

Thou  once  didft  leave  almighty  Jaw, 

And  all  the  golden  roofs  above  : 


1  2 


The 


H4 

The  car  thy  wanton  fparrows  drew ; 

Hov'ring  in  air  they  lightly  flew;  16 

As  to  my  bower  they  wing'd  their  way, 

I  faw  their  quiv'ring  pinions  play. 

IV. 

The  birds  difmifs'd  (while  you  remain) 
Bore  back  their  empty  car  again  :  20 

Then  you,  witn  luwka  divinely  mild, 
In  ev'ry  heav'nly  feature  fmil'd, 
And  ask'd,  what  new  complaints  I  made, 
And  why  I  call'd  you  to  my  aid  ?  24 

V. 

What  frenzy  in  my  bofom  rag'd, 
And  by  what  care  to  be  affwag'd  ? 
What  gentle  youth  I  would  allure, 
Whom  in  my  artful  toils  fecure  ?  2$ 

Who  does  thy  tender  heart  fubdue, 
Tell  met  my  Sappby,  tell  me  who  ? 

VI. 

Tho  now  he  ftiuns  thy  longing  arms, 
He  foon  {hall  court  thy  flighted  charms ;  32 

Tho  now  thy  offerings  he  defpife, 
He  foon  to  thee  ihall  facrifice ; 


Tho 
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Tho  now  he  frecz,  he  foon  (hall  burn, 

And  be  thy  viftim  in  his  turn.  36 

VII. 

Celeftial  vifitant,  once  more 
Thy  needful  prefence  I  implore  f 
In  pity  come  and  eafe  my  grief, 
Bring  my  diftemper'd  foul  relief:  40 

Favour  thy  fuppliant's  hidden  fires, 
And  give  me  all  my  heart  defires. 


ii 


FRAGMENT  of  SAPPHO. 
i. 

LESS'D  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee, 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while 
Softly  fpeak  and  fweetly  fmile. 

II. 

'Twas  this  clepriv'd  my  foul  of  reft, 
An4  rais'd  fuch  tumults  in  my  breaft ; 
For  while  I  gaz'd,  in  tranfport  tofs'd, 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  loft. 

III. 

My  bofom  glow'd ;  the  fubtle  flame 
Ran  quick  through  all  my  vital  frame  ; 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  darknefs  hung, 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 
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IV, 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  chill'd, 

My  blood  with  gentle  horrors  thrill'd  j 

My  feeble  pulfe  forgot  to  pky, 

I  fainted,  funk,  and  dy'd  away.  if 


The     END. 
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